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the end he elaborates a pnn entirely foreign to the spirit
of Chaucer, who never exceeded the limits of an occasional
play npon words.^ The cnrions poem, a mixture of middle
and modern English, runs on thus:

Listhnith, Ladies, to youre olde Frende:
If yee be fayre, be fayre to sum gode Ende.
For Gallants rath or late must loken out
For thilk same Yoke, so ese out of Dout,
^Yclepid Marriage: Yet sootly "Weman be,
Malum per accidens vel malum per se,
As lerned Clerkes saie; this Latin is,
Ladies, that yee al bene Mannis chefe Blis.
And as a Wife is Mannis helpe and Comfort,
His Paradise, his Solace, and Disport;
So pardie, is Man "Woman's chefe Stay,
Harknith then, Dames, to my moral Lay:
Ne stand ye skill I, shall I; 'tis ehildis Play:
Eke dangerous, sings the Saw, is all Delay.
Now listnith to my Similitude,
Gode is the Moral, tho' the Kime be rude.

Where Medway's Stremes meandring, flowen wyde,
There many a Sole, and many a tMade abyde:
(Tho? on the Banks, God wot, few Mades doe walk,
And fewer Soles, that think rite wel and talk.)
Now thilke same Mades, fresh broughten to the ||Chepe,
Are rated high; but little can they kepe:
Downs fals the Price.   Ah! "benedicite!
Who bies my Mades ?   Ne one, ne tway, ne three;
So handled they bene, by my Father's Kin,
The Mades wont sell, they are not worth a Pin.

There remains but one other poem which does credit to
Fielding. It is a translation, in number fifty-eight, of the
first Elegy of Tibullus, "which," says the unnamed corre-
spondent who is supposed to have sent it in, "you must
formerly have got by heart ... at Eton." The disguise

* Called                                  t A Fish so named                                II Market
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